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	1. Chapter 1

_**A.N. So this takes place after Hiccup meets toothless but before he loses his leg and I'm gonna tweak some of the bits of the story where I need to, so that they fit with the rest of the story and before people get all ragey about some of the facts of the story I need to stress that this is a FANFICTION so it wont be completely like the movie or the TV series but there will be some similarities like the villains and characters but the story line will be different.**_

The metal of the cage surrounding the arena splintered with the force of Toothless' blast making my ears ring, I covered my face in an attempt to protect it from the debris. Coughing, my eyes widened when I saw Toothless grappling the monstrous nightmare away from me before grabbing me by the collar of my vest and jumped out of the arena carrying me off at high speed. I struggled to maneuver around him and seat myself on the saddle so we could get in the air.

Once airborne I looked down on the mountain range of the Isle of Berk and sighed.

"I guess we won't be returning there, will we bud?" I said gently stroking his neck, he flicked his ear at me and gave me a sympathetic look.

I sat there and wondered what I would do next, I could go back and say I escaped the dragon, but no one would believe that, they would say I was a liar and I would be ridiculed even more than I already was. I groaned and lay back grabbing at my hair frustrated with the lack of options. I sat up and looked around me seeing nothing but ocean for miles in all directions. This was going to be a long trip and I had no supplies, no food, no water, no clothes, and no blankets.

What felt like hours later a small remote island came into view and I landed hopping off of Toothless and moaning in pain as my muscles protested the movement, I sighed as I took in my surroundings. The island was densely populated with trees and vegetation with no signs of life other than the indigenous animals. Slowly I walked around placing rocks in a medium circle before organizing logs of wood with twigs and dried grass and leaves before having Toothless light it and curled into his side in an attempt to keep warm for the night.

I was jerked awake by two strong arms yanking me to my feet and throwing me roughly to the ground again in front of a very large very intimidating man and a known traitor to the hooligan tribe, Alvin the Treacherous.

"Well look who we have here, Stoik the Vasts pathetic excuse for a son." He said his thundering laugh reverberating through my skull, I looked up at his gleeful face and glared.

"I bet Stoik would pay quit a bit to get you back." He leered

"Doubt it." I scoffed at him. "He probably thinks I'm dead."

He growled and kicked me in my stomach making me cough and wheeze out a pained breath, I curled in on myself trying to protect my injured stomach. I was pulled up by my hair and got a face full of a sneering Alvin. His breath was enough to make me want to gag and had me glad I hadn't eaten in long time. I glared back defiantly not backing down from him not caring if he was one of the most dangerous men I would ever come into contact with.

"You got guts kid, standing up to me like that and still resisting in your position, your either braver than I thought or your stupid." He said pulling harder on my hair.

"I just have nothing left to loose, you can't do anything to make me feel lower and worse than I already do and killing me would be a welcome relief." I laughed making his eyes flash with anger before he smirked.

"I guess I could keep you as a pet, and send your body to your father when I'm through with you." He said in a menacing voice before dropping me to the ground. "Take him away."

I was hoisted into the air and noticed Toothless tied win dragon proof chains and muzzled. I was tied and thrown into the lower decks of his ship and encased in darkness.

The consistent rocking of the boat and the uneasy churning in the water made for a miserable trip to Outcast Island, my hands were bound making any chance of steadying myself impossible, I could hear Toothless whining in the cell next to mine and struggling vehemently against his bonds with no success. A particularly strong wave sent me hurdling into one of the support beams in the cell and winding me for a few moments, I barley had time to right myself before another jolt sent me flying to the floor and sliding to the cell door harshly. I found myself with a face full of water, meaning we were heading through a storm which explained the rough rocking of the boat. I heard people on deck yelling orders to try and navigate through the storm with minimal damage. Slowly I crawled to the corner of my cell and tried to ground myself there as securely as I could to try and tough out the rough beating of the waves.

I awoke the next morning in the same position in the corner of my cell and found myself wondering when I fell asleep and how I was able to sleep through the storm. I tried to stretch and found my muscles completely stiff and achy. The following day was less eventful though I would have preferred starving to the food they tried to serve, if you could call it food. The trip was far longer by boat than it was by dragon, what would have taken half a day by air took almost a week by water. The whole time the only time I saw someone was when they brought me the small and almost unidentifiable meals that tasted like they would be better if they had been burnt.

"Well now how's my favorite hostage?" Alvin asked when he came down to retrieve me when we arrived to the island.

"I thought I was a prisoner, as hostage means you intend to keep me for a ransom of some sort, but that would only work if people knew I was alive and with you, however you have no proof that you actually have me and for all we know the Hooligan tribe thinks I'm dead." I said coolly following him out without a fuss.

"You're being remarkably cooperative with us whelp, I thought you would have fought back at least a little bit by now, why aren't you fighting back?" Alvin asked suspiciously.

"I have no where to go, I ran away from Berk and it's pitiful excuse for a Viking tribe and would rather cooperate with you than experience unnecessary pain when it would serve me better to listen to you." I said nonchalantly shrugging my shoulders.

Alvin looked at me for a moment as if trying to decide something before he reached behind me and cut the ropes binding my hands behind my back. I looked at him in confusion while rubbing my wrists to allow the blood to flow making my hands tingle.

"I'll make you a deal boy, you prove your loyalty to the Outcasts and I'll give you a spot in the tribe, until then we keep your dragon. Think of it as collateral, you prove your loyalty and you can have him back, until then we keep him, you'll be allowed to see him once a week and only after your training is complete." He said looking me up and down as if assessing my worth.

"Why would you do that?" I asked curiously.

"If what you say is true and the Hooligan tribe thinks you're dead than we can use that, they wont come to look for you which means they wont come to us, and with you on our side we have a dragon tamer and a Nightfury as well, and I can only imagine the look on Stoiks face when he sees his own son with his sworn enemy, you say you have no where to go, well neither does any one else you see here that's why we are called the outcasts. Now get to bed your training begins at dawn." He said pulling into a room in the outcasts encampment.

I lay awake for a few more hours as thoughts assaulted me at high speed. Did I want to join the Outcasts? And if so would I want to follow Alvin against my father? Thinking about it, it made more sense to accept Alvin's offer, up till I found Toothless and did well in dragon training my father barely spared me a glance and the village would have rathered I never existed at all so I guess it was good I was no longer with them, the kids my age were conceited and took every chance to bring me down, and my uncle Spitelout and cousin Snotlout were always trying to take the chiefdom from my father and saying I wasn't fit to be next in line to rule Berk. They would always have me some place where I was "out of the way" so that they could forget I existed instead of trying to help me. I knew if I took the offer I would become enemies with the very people I grew up with but for some reason I saw nothing wrong with that. Alvin was offering me a place in a tribe of people just like me with no where to go and was even offering to train me, something my father never tried to do. And they embraced and accepted that I trained a dragon.

However, I refuse to be an underling doing someone else's dirty work even if it was Alvin, I would let him train me, then I would challenge him as chief and take over the outcasts, I was done taking orders from other people.

The weeks that followed were filled with rigorous and brutal training, if I had one, it hurt. The Outcasts were merciless in the training ring, I had cuts and bruises covering my body, my muscles ached in places I had no idea I had. Gingerly I walked into the holding cell they were keeping Toothless in and sat down with a groan.

Toothless made a small whimper and nosed my face making me giggle.

"I'm okay bud just a little sore. Training is hard with these guys, it's either go all out or go home." I said giving a hallow chuckle and leaning against Toothless.

He nudged me again rumbling deep in his throat and setting his head on my lap. He looked up at me with questioning eyes and licked my hand.

"I know bud, I hate being separated from you to but it's only for a little while, soon I'll be able to see you whenever I just need to complete my training." I said scratching his ear.

Days turned into weeks, weeks turned into months, and months turned into years, two years to be exact. Two years of brutal and merciless training and studying. The plus to all this was I was trained by Alvin himself, he taught me all his tricks and skills, battle strategies and sailing techniques. I had grown over the years; I was still thin but I was toned with muscles well hidden under my clothes giving me the advantage of deceiving my enemies into thinking I'm smaller than I am. I was taller measuring at 5;10, my hair was shorter but unrulier with a few braids thrown in randomly, I had quite a few scars across my body from training with the other members of the tribe as well as by myself, I had a new armor that I crafted for myself, made of black dragon scales gathered from when Toothless was shedding, it fit tight on my body but was comfortable and easy to move and fight in, I had a face mask to protect my face and eyes in training with only small slits for the eye holes and a metal cowl that stopped at the base of my skull with sharp spikes crowning the top, I had various straps crossing over the chest and back of my armor keeping it in place as well as a few hidden pockets with weapons, poisons, and smoke bombs, for a battle advantage. My boots were made of the skin of a slain dragon as well as my gloves which served to protect me from flame attacks in battle as well.

Tonight was a very important night, it was the night I was inducted into the Outcasts and was supposed to be a huge celebration after my initiation. Soon I could be with Toothless freely, and I could move forward with my plans.

I walked into the main hall and stood before Alvin The Treacherous, no fear at all. His age was beginning to catch up with him, his hair and beard were streaked in silver, he had more wrinkles around his eyes, and his breathing seemed more labored than usual lately. He looked tired and worn down from so many years fighting an enemy from afar and the stress and constant threat of impending attacks. This would easier than I thought when I first arrived.

"Hiccup my boy, welcome." He said placing his hands on my shoulders.

"Alvin." I said looking him straight in the eye.

"TONIGHT IS THE NIGHT WHEN YOUNG HICCUP HORRENDOUS HADDICK III JOINS THE OUTCASTS AND RECIEVES A NEW NAME!" Alvin yelled to the gathered tribesman. And was answered by war cries and screams of encouragement.

"Your trial hiccup is simple, you must pick an opponent to battle, the fight is to the death, you kill your opponent and you will be an honorary Outcast, however if you die you'll be feeding the fish." He said letting out a gruff chuckle.

I smirked at this. This was going to be fun.

"Well boy who will you battle?" He asked gesturing around to the gathered tribe.

I turned to him and tilted my head before I boldly stood before him with determination.

"Alvin the Treacherous, I challenge you, not only for my right to join the Outcasts but also for the position of Chief." I said eyes narrowing dangerously.


	2. Chapter 2

_**A.N I finally got a new laptop and it has all the keys! Silly thing to be excited about, but hey I've had that old laptop for almost 4 years so it's pretty much had it in way of use. I had this chapters beginning typed up but my little brother got ahold of my computer and changed my computers password somehow don't ask me I'm not sure but I had to restart the computer and lost the chapter so I'm kind of sad about that because I had the whole challenge with Alvin typed out and I hate typing fight scenes but they are important to the story. grrr. two year olds**_.

CH2

I stood facing Alvin, we were each on opposite sides of the ring preparing for the battle. I had an advantage, Alvin trained me so I knew how he liked to fight. Alvin prefers to throw his weight at his opponent throwing them off balance, knocking them down. Then while they're on the ground he strikes at them. Taking a battle stance, I drew my sword and braced myself against his first strike. It came hard just like I expected and staggered me, I leaned into it and managed to stay on my feet, just barely.

"You can still back out boy." Alvin said twirling his sword.

"Not happening, I'm gonna win this." I said returning to my stance.

I lunged at him swiping my sword in a clean arc and just barley catching the edge of his shirt leaving a small cut and a rip in the sleeve.

However, during my attack, he took the opening and made a strike at my side cutting through the weak point where the armor meets. Making a large gash in between the straps on my hip. I cursed as the pain began to radiate through my left side. He attacked again but I managed to side step it grabbing the hilt of his sword and punching him hard in the face before kneeing him in the gut and leaping back to avoid his return fire.

He got up and shoved his shoulder against mine, knocking me down. I felt his blade connect and drag along my left calf. I screamed in agony as the pain shot up my leg in thousands of bolts of lightning raced through my body. My vision blurred and my body began to shake. I didn't dare look at the wound fearing that looking would cause me to go into shock leaving me vulnerable to attack. He moved to attack again, I tried to run but fell, unable to use my leg. I had no choice but to roll to avoid his attack. This went on for a few more minutes when all I could do was roll to avoid his attacks. He launched at me again killing intent in his eyes. He intended this to be his final blow. I was cornered, I couldn't run and my leg was throbbing and burning from the injury on top of all the rolling which probably tore it up more. With no other options I steeled myself, braced my sword up and closed my eyes as I waited for the impact. Only the blow never came, instead I felt a heavy weight descend onto my blade and a body slump onto my shoulder.

I opened my eyes and saw the light leave Alvin's eyes and trail of blood oozed from his mouth before his breathing stopped. I collapsed back and took a few deep shuddering breaths, I chanced a glance down at my leg and almost threw up. The skin was torn apart and oozing blood, the bone was showing and had a deep divot in it as well, the muscles and tendons were ripped up and separated. That was the last thing I saw before I passed out.

~~~Time Skip~~~

When I first opened my eyes I was assaulted by the bright lights in the room. The first thing I noticed was the healer sitting to my left grinding herbs in a pestle. My left side hurt like a mother fucker and my leg was in more pain than I had ever felt in my life.

"The little chieftain is awake now." The healer said moving to lift the blanket from my torso to remove the bandages on my chest.

The wound was still tender and slowly oozing blood from the edges. It spanned from the bottom center of my ribcage and wrapped around my side disappearing behind my back. The Healer reached into the pestle and began to smear a light green minty smelling paste on the wound, it stung but cooled at the same time. While he did that I took stock of the rest of my body trying to think past the pain from the gash in my side. My arms were sore and every muscle seemed to be screaming at me in retaliation for the exertion I put them through. My hips were undoubtedly bruised and would hurt for weeks to come. I went to move my legs and froze. Half out of shock and half out of pain. My right leg moved just fine and would most likely be okay. It was the left one that had caused the excruciating pain when I tried to move it. Mostly because it felt like most of it was gone, the pain radiated up from just below my knee and I couldn't feel anything past that. I moved to sit up making me cry out in pain and earning me a glare from the healer.

"You shouldn't be moving just yet you took quite the beating out there." He said reaching behind him to grab more bandages to wrap around my chest.

"How long was I out?" I asked shakily.

"About a week and a half, a lot of people thought you wouldn't make it and we would have to select a new chief but I told them to wait and see if you woke up or not. You shocked everyone out there in the ring when you ran Alvin through I don't think half of the men believe you could win. You're just full of surprises aren't you?" he said fastening the bandage securely before he moved to lift the blanket off my legs as well. "You might want to brace yourself for this, I did the best I could but I couldn't do much." He said apologetically.

I gasped in shock at what I saw and struggled to keep my breathing steady. Where my left leg should have been was nothing, just under the knee was bandages and that was it. The leg was gone, that's were all the pain was coming from. They had to cut it off, I remembered briefly seeing it before I passed out in the ring and it didn't really surprise me that they couldn't save it but it was still hard to take in.

I had lost my leg. I would have to relearn how to walk this time with a prosthetic and I would have to redesign toothless' tail and stirrup so I could control it with the prosthetic.

"Where's toothless?" I asked suddenly. Remembering that I could see him whenever I wanted now.

"The dragon? He's in the stables." He said gently removing the bandaging on my leg. I could see where he stitched it up and tried to make it look a little less mutilated.

"I want him brought in here with me." I said firmly.

"That's not a wise choice my chief he is a dragon there's no telling how he would react around all the blood" he said applying more of the minty paste to my leg carefully.

"I said I want him brought here, his place is with me. He would never hurt me; however, I might have him hurt you if you don't have him brought to me at once." I said my voice growing more and more angry with every word spoken.

"Yes sir." He said rising to the door and speaking with the guard there.

He then moved to continue spreading the paste on my leg, about ten minutes toothless was led into the room. When he saw me he ran over and began to lick my face and nuzzle me.

"I missed you to bud, I'm okay bud I'm okay." I said

He looked intently at the bandage on my chest and watched the healer treat my leg warily watching him to make sure he didn't do anything he deemed dangerous. Eventually he fell asleep his head resting near mine.

Days turned into weeks, and weeks turned into months is was almost 4 months before I could even attempt to attach the prosthetic leg. In that time, I had managed to make it so with just the pull of a lever I could switch between a leg that I could walk on to a leg that could fit in toothless' custom stirrup for me to control his tail. It was a lot of work but it paid off, the hardest part was learning how to walk on the new leg but I had toothless there to help me through it. It was when I could properly walk again the tribe gave me my new name, I name I would forever wear with pride. Rheago.

I spent my mornings flying around the outlying islands patrolling to make sure there were no spies or threats coming into our waters. I would sometimes venture out back near Berk and take out their trade ships taking anything of value and all the gold with it. Anything could use to buy more ships to transport my army across the Archipelago. I had also begun training a team of dragon riders, they were the elite strike force that would turn the tide of battle in my favor. However, when I got back that afternoon I got a surprise I wasn't expecting.

Normal POV (Back on Berk)

Astrid ran into the great hall where Stoik could be found most days, he said it was too painful to be home where he could still see Hiccup at his desk upstairs or hear him working late at night.

"My chief, another one of our ships has been attacked by the dragon rider." She said breathlessly.

"Where they able to get a good look at him this time?" He asked sitting straighter at the news.

"No, he wore a mask but they identified the dragon, and it's not good. It's a nightfury."

"Nightfury?!" He said suddenly rising from his seat.

"It is unclear if this is the same nightfury from 2 years ago but I will let you know as soon as I know." With that Astrid left the great hall and ventured down to the docks staring at the damaged ship. There were scorch marks and deep gashes left by sharp claws. She knew that Toothless would never harm Hiccup so it was highly likely the rider attacking the ships was indeed Hiccup. She hoped he was okay; she knew he was most likely doing it to survive. But there was also the possibility that he did die out there years ago and it was another nightfury with a rider who liked to steal and loot ships at sea. She didn't want to get her hopes up because if Hiccup was alive and had been all this time surely he would have come home.

With a sigh she turned and headed home. Hiccup was dead and thinking otherwise and creating false hope based on a faceless rider would do nothing but break her heart all over again.

Hiccup POV (Back with the outcasts)

When I arrived in the mead hall I was greeted by the sight a girl struggling against my guards, scream insults and kick and punch the men around her, I watched as they forced her down and tied her arms behind her back securely.

"What's this then?" I asked striding towards them making my presence known.

"Chief Rheago. We caught this one trying to steal from our store house. She was attempting to get away with half of our winter rations." Dagon said shoving her forward.

"Is that so?" I said crouching in front of the bound and helpless girl. She met my gaze with a glare of pure venom.

Her eyes were a striking emerald green, contrasting greatly with her ebony hair that fell over shoulder in a mussed up braid. Her skin was coated in dirt but in some patches you could tell it was a light cream color.

"Take her to the dungeons. If she fights, feel free to rough her up a bit." I said leaving the room and heading to the arena where the riders would be training.

I watched them as they fought astride their dragons and was impressed by their progress. Soon we would be able to take Berk.

The girl had worked her way to a slave, cleaning the stables and dining hall as well as all the living quarters. She did it all silently never uttering a word. It was early morning when it happened. I was sleeping soundly when I sensed it. I shot up rolling to the side and grabbing her arm as she attempted to slam the knife in my chest, I had her pinned the hand holding the knife held behind her back. She glared up at me through her hair.

"That was bold girl. Bold and stupid. Why aim your blade at me?" I asked leaning close to her ear.

"The chief of the outcasts killed my family and burned my village. You killed all of them and I had to watch from where my mother hid me for fear of you killing me as well." She grit out with such anger and poisonous venom it caught my interest.

"Well thank you for doing your research before trying to take my head. However, you're too late to kill the man responsible for your villages demise. Alvin the treacherous has been dead for months. I killed him in a challenge for control of the tribe." I said releasing her and sitting back.

"You killed him? The man who was so feared in the Archipelago that none dared sail near this island?" She asked incredulously.

I chuckled and moved to find my leg to fasten it on. When I moved my left leg she stared openly at the space where my foot should have been.

"What happened?"

"I told you, I challenged Alvin and won but I lost a few things in the battle my leg being one of those things." I said strapping on and fastening it tight. "So you came all this way to kill Alvin?" I asked holding out my hand to help her up.

"Pretty much. I was willing to die so long as he came with me to the depths of hell." She said straightening out her outfit and hair.

"You are a very interesting character. And I still have yet to learn your name. Or do you plan to keep that secret even now?" I asked teasingly.

"It's Heather." She said blushing slightly and ran her fingers through her hair again. "And your Chief Rheago of the outcasts." She said laughing slightly.

"What's so funny?" I asked smirking slightly. Noting how pretty she was when she smiled.

"The name doesn't seem to fit you is all. Did you adopt it or something?" she asked leaning around to see my face.

"When I was accepted into the tribe after my challenge with Alvin, they gave me a new name. It symbolizes our new life and serves to further remind us we have a family here. Even after we left our old ones behind or if we didn't have one before. We wear them like a badge of honor." I said gently stroking her hair out of her face.

"And who was the mighty Rheago chief of the outcasts before he came here? A merchant? Trader? Or perhaps you were a spy yourself, your small frame would be to your advantage in that profession." She said leaning her head into my hand smirking.

"I was nothing quite as grand as that. I was blacksmiths apprentice and the son of the chief of the hooligan tribe on Berk. I was an embarrassment to my father and an annoyance to the tribe. My uncle was constantly pushing my cousin to be the next in line. Everyone pretty much wanted to pretend I didn't exist. My father even named me Hiccup. The runt of the tribe." I said laughing disdainfully.

"Well you are much more than that now."

"And soon they will know it. They will hear my name and feel their blood run cold. I want them to suffer for their arrogance. They live on the pride of their reputation. However, they will soon find that their arrogant pride will be their down fall. The very things they kill for honor and glory will be their doom."

"You've got more issues than I do." Heather said leaning against the wall.

"Indeed it would seem so." I chuckled

"When are you going to attack?" she asked moving to sit next to me on my bed

"When I have enough dragons to take them with as few casualties as possible." I said finding her presence comfortable.

We began to spend our days together. She was no longer required to clean and look after the dragons and instead spent most of her time with me. And somehow along the line, she became less a random girl who tried to kill me but a close advisor and friend, and eventually I fell in love with her. She was amazing and had a skill in the arena that would put Astrid to shame. She tamed her own dragon a Razorwhip, and together we scouted the island often getting 'distracted' on deserted islands.

She understood my anger at the hooligan tribe and my one-time father. She was as vengeful as I was and it was incredibly hot. Which is what led us to being married, that and it would seem one of our rendezvous on the surrounding islands resulted in her becoming pregnant, a pleasant and more than welcome surprise. I wanted to postpone my plans to take Berk till the baby was born to avoid any of the complications that could arise with battle. But she wouldn't have it so it was with her urging that we were in the air leading our armada through the Archipelago towards Berk.

As usual there was no patrol and way too many weak points to take advantage of. The ships anchored and small boats were taken for the land assault while the rest of the men on the ships prepared to launch a naval attack and the dragon riders began to open fire from the skies. The Berkians had no time to defend themselves from an attack on three fronts and not enough man power to take down the dragons and defend the shore. It was amazing how fast they lost ground. I spotted the academy students. The twins, Fishlegs, Snotlout, and Astrid fighting with a group of outcast soldiers and Stoik not far from them trying to take down a group of Monsterous Nightmares. Heather and I hovered above the fray, watching as our forces overtook the Viking tribe with incredible ease. Before long the academy students, Gobber and Stoik were captured and placed into the academy and locked in. the rest of the tribe was under house arrest in the great hall fenced into one corner with the spikes of a Deadly Nadder.

I walked around the great hall listening to the tribes cries of outrage with a sick sense of satisfaction at their misery.

"WHO ARE YOU?!"

"WHAT RIGHT DO YOU HAVE?"

"WHERES OUR CHIEF!?"

They were shouting and clamoring around and above each other making me chuckle.

I made my way out side and up the hill to the Chiefs hut. The first thing I saw when I entered was Heather as she fed more logs to the fire. Her stomach protruding with the child growing inside her. My child, I thought with pride as I walked up behind her and hugged her my hands rubbing her bulging stomach as she leaned into my chest.

"What have you been up to?" she asked turning to press a kiss to my cheek.

"Oh you know conquering my father's village, same old." I said flippantly moving to sit down and pull her into my lap. I give her a small kiss as she leaned her head on my shoulder settling in the crook of my neck

~~Elsewhere~~

Stoik paced the academy where he and the others were being held captive. He was livid, not only had the evening guard not noticed the attack but he had no idea who was behind it. The outcast should not have wanted anything to do with Berk since Alvin's passing so why was this Rheago attacking them?

"I demand to speak with your chief! This is an outrage and I deserve to know why my village has been attacked like this." He growled out to the guard outside the gate.

"You want to speak with Rheago?" He asked sounding very amused shaking his head. "Okay I'll get him but I can't promise he won't be in a bad mood, he's not particularly fond of you." He said walking away from the academy.

Stoik stood there at the gate wondering just why this Rheago guy didn't like him, he couldn't recall ever meeting anyone by that name and other than the dragon menace Berk was at peace with all the surrounding tribes. There was loud outraged yell coming from the top of the village and men scrambling around.

The gate to the academy that served as their prison was thrown open and a figure emerged from the entrance. The menacing figure drew their blade and marched up to Stoik drawing the sword at his hip.

"What makes you think you have the right to demand to see me?! You are my prisoner; you forget your place." The enraged man pressed the blade to Stoiks throat.

"Rheago." A woman said from the entrance of the academy turned prison. Her hair was as black as the night sky and eyes as vibrant green as a changewings acid, they seemed to glow in the darkness of the arena.

"Heather what are you doing down here? You know you shouldn't be walking around in your condition." The menacing aura all but dissipated with the mystery woman's arrival.

"My condition? You're one to talk your leg is still tender and you want to talk to me about going for a walk when you just declared a war?" She said smiling and running her fingers through the small amount of hair protruding from under the back of the helmet.

The man 'Rheago' chuckled and leaned into her hand slightly, seeming to have calmed down. Though he quickly turned on Stoik his voice once again low and lethal.

"This is my land now, and you and your people are my prisoners until the either join my tribe or I kill them…. it's really up to them. I will deal with you and your _'Dragon hunters' _tomorrow, I have so much fun planned for you and them. I would recommend getting as much sleep tonight as you can. Your gonna need it." He said in a low and menacing voice before he turned wrapping his arm around the woman Heathers waist and throwing the other in the air in a mock wave. "Nighty night!"

Normal POV (still)

With morning came the rough shoving of the chief and hunters into cages set up in the arena. The clamor of the gathered outcasts was deafening and the ropes on their wrists bit into their skin drawing blood.

"Chief, what are they going to do to us?" Fishlegs asked quietly as he took in the gathered crowd with wide fearful eyes.

"I-I don't know. But it can't be good." He said directing his gaze to the chief's seat where Rheago would no doubt make an appearance. The young hunters looked at each other in fear and uncertainty not sure what to expect from their captors.

Looking through the crowd many of the Berkians were woven in between the outcasts, having obviously been forced to attend the spectacle taking place. The roars of the crowd grew with the appearance of the masked man and the dark haired woman. He raised a hand to silence the excited onlookers.

"Today is a great day for us. Long have the outcasts fought against Berk, true Alvin's motives were selfish, but then again, so were mine. Yet you followed me anyway knowing that we would win and you would no longer have to live on an island of nothing but rock. You could have grass for your children to play in without the fear of them falling to their deaths of a cliff or being crushed by a random rock slide. I know what it was like on that island before I challenged Alvin and won. You were more an army then a tribe, not caring what happened to anyone else. This man," he said pointing to Stoik who sat hunched his cage. "This man who cared more for appearances than family, who would rather hide his own son away because he was small and "unimpressive" this is the man who left you exiled on the edge of the Archipelago. He will get to watch each of his precious hunter's fight for their lives while he can do nothing. But who shall have the honor of going first? His brother the man who would take any opportunity to take the Chief hood from him? His nephew who is the next in line to be chief? Or maybe it should be the fat one who cares for about books and his next meal then learning to defend himself? The half-witted twins? Or the prodigy who can't stand if someone is better than her?" He said his anger palpable. "I vote the fat one." And with that he sat on the stone chair with Heather in his lap and watched as someone from his tribe untied Fishlegs and opened his cage, while opening the arena door behind him letting in a Deadly Nadder. The fight was short lived and ended with Fishlegs' unconscious for being thrown none to gently back into the cage.

"would you like to choose the next one?" Rheago asked Heather who stood from his lap to examine the hunters.

"Do the one who's muscles are bigger than his brain." She said snidely and sat back across my lap while I let my hand circle her stomach.

Snotlout found himself against a Hideous Zippleback, and as usual tried to solve everything with his muscled resulting in him being deep fried and the next unconscious hunter to be thrown harshly back into his cage his skin still bubbling with new blisters.

"Bring out tweedle dee and tweedle dum." He barked out the order obviously enjoying himself.

The twins were paired against not one but two Gronkles because Rheago couldn't let them not be counted for equally. Ruffnut was sent flying into Tuffnut cracking their skulls together and most likely causing more damage to their brains. They managed to sit up slightly before falling flat in defeat.

"One hunter is left. The pride of Berk they call her, a prodigy who could take down any dragon. Well, let us see how little miss Astrid Hofferson does against a Monsterous Nightmare. Bring him out."

The Dragon was obviously bred for battle and full grown. He zeroed in on Astrid quickly and charged after her spewing flames in every direction, its skin ablaze in amber flame, his eyes slitted dangerously.

Astrid never stood a chance and before long she too was being thrown back into her cage, her body slamming against the bars harshly as a small pained moan escaped her lips.

"Coward, what honor is there in pitting hunters against dragons unarmed, they never stood a chance against those beasts!" Stoik yelled struggling against his bindings making more blood run down his hands and palms.

Rheagos eyes slit menacingly. Slowly he moved Heather off his lap and jumped down into the arena from his perch on the stone chair. He walked up to Stoik, slowly running his hand along the side of the Monsterous Nightmare still in the ring, affectionately rubbing its nose and scratching its neck. It wasn't long before the presence of a black dragon stalking slowly behind Rheago caught Stoiks attention. This was the first time he had seen a Nightfury and he wasn't sure if he should be terrified that this man tamed one or impressed at such a feat.

Rheago knelt so he was balanced on the balls of his feet as he gazed at the once great chief through the slits in his mask.

"What honor is there and pitting your son against a Monsterous Nightmare, and when he tries to show you something different you endanger his life? Where is the honor of just excepting your son is dead, your heir, the only link to your wife you have left? Keeping him locked in the house and 'out of the way' while you fed your own ego. Did you even attempt to look for him when he went missing? Or did you just shrug it off 'Oh well one less disappointment'?" Rheago spat out his body shaking with rage.

"I loved my son far more than a monster like you could ever understand." Stoiks said his voice breaking.

"Oh really? Now you say that. You couldn't have said that to him before?"

"He knew, there was never any need." Stoik whispered brokenly his breathing ragged with unshed tears.

Rheagos laughter was malicious and dark. Causing Stoik to look up at him with shattered eyes.

"Oh no," He said as he reached under his chin gripping the bottom of the mask and lifting it over his head revealing piercing green eyes, chocolate brown hair messily splayed out around his head a few braids "I didn't"

Stoik nearly collapsed as he took in the face of the son he thought died five years prior.


End file.
